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with a dancing floor, little tables scattered about, and
a refreshment bar. There are hardly any real people
in that place; they are all types. Monocled dude
drinks beer there with picturesque old artist type.
Detective partners humorous landlady at bridge
against middle-aged aristocrat and refined girl.
Vamps and innocent girls fresh from Peroxideshire
share a pot of tea and a great deal of chat. Rustics
borrow matches and tobacco from East Enders
(male). The Dear Little Mother explains to Sinister
Hag just what she really did say to the assistant pro-
ducer. In fact, there can be seen in that room all the
faces you notice in any crowd scene on the films.
Several of them deliberately registered things at me,
being under the impression that I was a new pro-
ducer, for they had never seen me before and I was
there in the company of well-known agents.

I believe that all manner of film folk occasionally
use this Guild club room, but obviously most of the
people there were simply supers, on the guinea-a-day
basis. Some of them, it was clear, were both young
and ambitious, and hoped to rise in their strange
shadowy profession. Others were not strictly actors
at all, but men and women who had discovered that
there was a market, some occasional demand, for their
squint or broken noses or goatee beards or dignified
appearance. Others again were old hands, who had
once been on the Halls or the "Legit.," and were now
taking an occasional toll of twenty-one shillings from
the new thing that had closed so many theatres over